Chapter VI: The             Ages

A MERICA is  a country without  tradition,

/Jk    the         cities of Europe are too

A,   -m. to impress one with the fact of
and morals.   But not so in the provinces.   From fSx

to *86,1 lived in Concarneau, on the Breton coast,
made a trip of several months into Elche, Spam. 1
felt as if I had suddenly plunged back into the Middle
Ages. The superstitions, manners, customs, and dress,
as well as ideas, of both those places, were unchanged
from centuries ago.

Around the part of Concameau where the poor
live is a wall built by Vauban; inside is a fortress with
the sea making a moat. The bridge, which could
originally be drawn up, is now stationary, but the
doorway for a passage is still there. On the other
side is the feny to Pont Aven. Inside the inclosure the
streets are narrow and paved, with little houses on
either side. Outside is the smart part of the town.
The beauties of the sea, and, as usual, the low cost of
living, brought the artist to Concameau.

My studio was a wheat loft, and any peasant was a
model for a few cents. We painted them in their native
dress, which was picturesque enough, and, besides, no
virtuous Breton woman would allow you to see her
hair, so that it was obvious that the coif stayed on.
These headdresses gave them a distinctly mediaeval
"air, and each town has a certain style, more fixed thanheir faces in tie doorway; the
